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so; being thinner, she looked taller. She spoke of you to
my perfect content; and as if I did not know it, told me of
all your good-breeding, good-nature, and attentions. She
had said to a friend of mine that she had something for me
from you, but that I should not have it till she saw me.
That was but for half an hour, and not at her own house, so
she and I both forgot it; was it my letters ? I hope not,
for she is gone to her father's4 in Northumberland, and
being doomed never to appear where she is formed to shine,
was not at the Installation; nay, will not be in town till
December. If she who was so proper for it was not at
Windsor, pray do not imagine I was. I saw that show
above thirty years ago, and do not, like the Duke of New-
castle, tease every reign with my presence.

Lord Melcombe, except some trifling legacies, has left
everything in his power to a near relation, Mr. Windham;
but Eastbury5 and the estate are Lord Temple's, who
having always threatened to pull down that pile of ugliness
when it should be his, is charmed since he has seen it
through the eyes of possession. I told you of Lady Mary
Wortley's death and will, but I did not then know that,
with her usual maternal tenderness, and usual generosity,
she has left her son one guinea.

Arlington Street, Monday night, 27th.

This codicil to my letter will not rejoice you. I find here
great doubts of the Peace: in the City they disbelieve it, and
prove their disbelief substantially: the stocks fall fast.
What a scene will follow, if this negotiation breaks off too!
What acrimony, if we think ourselves again deluded by
France! And does war want new edge ? Wretched mortals!
more wretched Kings and ministers, who look on lives as on
gunpowder, and care not how many barrels they waste of
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